CHAPTER VI
OLGA OR TOM ?
"MARIE, a man called on you this afternoon. He
seemed very disappointed that you were out and asked
when you'd be back. I told him it was no good his
calling without making an appointment first. So he
asked you to write to him on your return. Here's his
name and address. He spelt them out so I've got them
right I hope."
" Why, it's Tom Rayner," said Marie, reading the slip
of paper Cynthia handed her. " I used to know him in
Grafburg. I haven't seen or heard of him for years,
not since I was a little girl. I believe he got a job in
India after he finished his training/'
" He said he was on leave," Cynthia remarked.
" I don't think I'll see him though," Marie added after
a pause. " I'd have to conceal the existence of Baby
Olga. Besides, he'd ask awkward questions, and want
to know why I'm not a concert artiste. In Grafburg he
knew how keen father was for me to be a really first-
class performer, a pianist who'd make a name in the
world. I hadn't switched over to singing when Tom
left Germany for I was still too young. I'd be ashamed
for him to know what a mediocrity I am." Mortified
at her own failure to become a musical celebrity, Marie
now pinned her hopes upon the future musical triumphs
of her sixteen-months-old daughter, Olga.
Cynthia trusted that further disillusion was not in
store for her friend, and tried to divert Marie's attention
from the past by tackling the present problem, Tom's
potential visit to the rescue home. " I'd suggest you
ask Mr. Rayner to come here and see you," Cynthia